DIPLOMATIST

was no one in the adjoining room; and I had to ask his
Majesty where the bell-rope was that I had to pull. This
neglect of the King struck me all the more, as the table
at which we were sitting was so littered with every imag-
inable sort of public and private papers, that as the King
moved about several of them fell to the ground and I had
to pick them up. No less remarkable was it that the
blind King should transact business for hours at a time
with a strange diplomatist like myself, without any min-
ister to take cognisance.

The mention of my residence in Hanover at that time
reminds me of an incident which I have never clearly un-
derstood. A consul named Spiegelthal had been sent
from Berlin to assist the Prussian commissary who had
to negotiate in Hanover on the customs matters then
pending. When I alluded to him in a conversation with
my friend the Minister von Schele as a Prussian official,
von Schele laughingly expressed his astonishment. ' Judg-
ing by his action, he would have taken the man for an
Austrian agent.' I telegraphed in cipher to Minister von
Manteuffel, and advised that the luggage of Spiegelthal,
who was returning next day to Berlin, should be over-
hauled at the frontier custom house and his papers im-
pounded. My expectation of hearing or reading some-
thing of the matter during the .next few days was not
fulfilled. While I was spending the last days of October
in Berlin and Potsdam, General von Gerlach said to me,
among other things: ' Manteuffel has sometimes very
curious ideas; he lately wanted Consul Spiegelthal to
be invited to the royal table, and had his way by making
a cabinet question of it.'